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'hl Bt her d

B aint got mno
Chris'mus tree,

*Cause my mam-
ma's husban’ he

*Ist forgot he hasa
kid,

*At's what my ma's
husban’ dld.

Pa, at’'s my ma’s
huuga.n‘. says
*t fash'able these days;
hl!‘:n'h}'. an’ pa sn‘:rs: - Cause
Pon't b'lleve In Santa Claus!

hates the noise and fuss,

a:ehln: aggravate an’ cuss;

*t see why ma keeps him, he
Aln't no use 'at I can see.

me was him an’ him was me,
Bet 1'd have & Chris'mus tree;

sjst smiles an’ says: “‘too badl”
At 'ist makes me awful mad.

little boys has pas
What believes in Santa Claus.
Hate mean pas—I'll tell him so
*Ist as soon as I can grow.

wisht ma lock him out to-night
wWhen he comes, "ist serve him right;
Make him stay out there, an’ then
Gobulins an’ bogie men

Eetch him 'fore the mornin® come—
Bet you then I'd have a drum.

An’ a whistle ‘at I'd blow,

Whether he don't like er no.

Wisht—why, here's pa, an’ I see
That he's bought a Chris’'mus tres.
Bays he thought he’d fool the kid—
*At's 'ist what ma’'s husban’ did!
—Baltimore News.

T or
other Reuben Bull-

winkle will get
into Heaven,
though I don't

suppose he will do
NN so in any ordinary
way. But I am fairly fixed in my opin-
jon that somehow or other, in the
merciful providence of the Lord, he will
walk the golden streets of the New
Jerusalem, wearing a crown of eternal
life—and I will tell you one reason why

1 think so:

It was almost noon on Christmas day
when the through express pulled into
Starvation Junction six hours late.
Desolate and dreary as the station ap-
peared, the travel-worn and hungry

ssengers were glad to see it, as they
Ed been informed they could procure
refreshments on their arrival, as no
other opportunity had presented itself
to satisfy their hunger since the pre-
vious day.

The storm which began in the night
bad developed into the unmistakable
blizzard so much hated and feared by
all who travel by rail. The engine had
done all that iron and steam could do
against its inveterate foe,but in spite of
gallant efforts the blizzard seemed to be
getting the best of the battle, and for
some time before the train pulled up at
the station the iron lungs of the engine
seemed to labor with a painful effort as
it plowed its way through the drifts.

The station was equipped with the
usual lunch counter, upon which was
displayed the uninviting and meager
fare which generaliy greets the travel-
ing public at such®institutions. There
were sandwiches for those who could
afford to pay ten cents for the small
guspicion of the fag end of some old
remnant of fat mercifully hidden be-
tween two slices of stale bread. There
were beans—baked beans, hard, dry
and musty, which could be had for 23
cents; ten cents for two indigestible
looking doughnuts; five cents apicce for
eggs—boiled eggs, boiled hard, boiled
until they were black and blue, boiled
%o the consistency of an india-rubber
ball. Nobody could tell how long those
eggs have been boiled. I say have, be-

. cause probably most of them are doing
duty yet on that lunch counter. And
then there was pie—at least something
that went by that title—and coffee,
too, that would be recognized only by
the name.

It often happens under circumstances
of this nature that there are some who
have not started on their journey with
the expectation of being put to ex-
tra expense, and are consequently not
prepared for the exorbitant charges of
the railway lunch counter, and are
therefore placed in a very unpleasant
situation.

_ Among the crowd of hungry mortals
Who gathered in the dingy station were

THEY STOOD BESIDE THE STOVE.

~ & woman and a little boy. These two
Wade no effort to secure a place with
the eager crowd at the lunch counter,
t stood unnoticed and alone beside
the Stove. It was easy to see that they
did. Bot belong to the opulent class ef
Soeiety, for, though scrupulously neat,
T clothes were of cheap material,
-®nd several skillful patches on the gar-
meats of the boy indicated careful econ-
9my. There was a weary and anxious
on the woman's face as she bent

7 and whispered something to the

+ Who was whimpering and tug-
- ress, casting longing
h"h at the lunch counter.g

= ‘To a close observer the situation was
~ Perfeetly plain, for there was no doubt
t the boy was pleading for a chance
. & the edibles, and the mother, with-
Ot the means of relief, was trying to
By him. Of course, in a selfish and
world it is no uncommon thing
Some to go hungry, for when so

Wany are actually starving to death it

Ws hardly worth while to waste
pathy on those who are only fast-
'8 little, and yet what is more piti-

ful than a helpless mother with a hun-
gry child?

Among the crowd of passen w
had hurried into the station l::.:n:::
ben Bullwinkle. The discomforts of
the journey had no apparent effect
upon his invineible good humor. “Din-
ner is now ready, ladies and gents!™ he
shouted. “Table de hote, or a la carte,
all the luxuries of the season at
within the means of any millionaire.
Never mind the cost. A full stomach is
better than a full pocket book, and you
can't have both together in this ranch.
Walk right up to the festal board and
enjoy ynur Christmas dinner.”

After this outburst of dime-museum
eloquence Rube looked about him for
some evidence of appreciation, but
every one was too busily occupled in
the scramble for food to heed his
vagaries. But no, not every one, for as
Reuben’s eyes wandered over the room
they observed the forms of the lone
woman and her little boy standing idly
by the stove.

Reuben was an old and experieheed
traveler, and withal a shrewd observer,
and it did not take him long to read the
pathetic story of this group of two.
There was no doubt in his mind that
they were faint with hunger and with-
out sufficient money to pay for food.
The drummer Rube pushed his travel-
ing hat to the back of his head and
scratched his bald pate as he held a
secret consultation with the angelic
and interior Reuben. “Rube, old fel-
low, what are we going to do about this
business? We can’t enjoy our Christ-
man dinner knowing all the time that
hungry eyes are watching every mouth-
ful of food we devour; no, that’s out
of the question, but what can we do?
That woman is no pauper, and she
would probabiy scorch us with a glance
if we presumed to offer her money, or
even to blow her off to a dinner. But,
great Caesar! they must be fed some-
how. Now if we could manage to
scrape up an acquaintance with the boy
I think we could make the deal; so let’s
see if we can hypnotize him."”

Agreeable to this resolution Reuben
fastened his gaze upon the child until
he eaught his eye, then smiling the
same old smile which had won him
friends from Boston to California, he
addressed him: “How’s this for a
Christmas, little boy?” But the litile
boy only clung closer to his mother's
skirts and scowled at the presumptu-
ous stranger.

“What's the matter, little friend,
can't you find a seat? You just come
with me now, and if we don’t find a
place I'm much mistaken.”

The boy ceased whimpering and
looked inquiringly at his mother,
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TOMMY GETS HIS CHRISTMAS DIN-
NER.

Reuben thought he could detect the
conflicting emotions of the woman in
the struggle between womanly pride
and motherly love. He saw her tighten
her hold on the hand of thg boy and
turn slightly away.

Slipping forward and politely doff-
ing his bat, he addressed the woman:

“Madam, I beg your pardon, but you
sce 1 have taken a notion to that boy
of yours, and as T am far away from
my own little ones (this was rank du-
plicity, for IRleuben had mneither wife
no: children, near or far), and as this
is Christmas day, 1 am feeling a little
lonesome. You, being a parent your-
self, can appreciate my feeling, for
doubiless were you away from your
boy you would naturally ‘be interested
in any child which reminded you of
your own. Now 1 beg you to permit
your little boy to be my guest and eat
his Christmas dinner with me.”

The woman lifted her downcast eyes
to the honest face of the stranger, then
blushing slighily, without either for-
bidding or consexting, replied diplomat-
ically: “Tommy isafraid of steangers.”

llowever noncommital this answer
was, it was equivalant to a full consent
when made to a knight of the grip, and
either owing to the hypnotic power
of Iteuben Buliwiskle or the cravings
of appetite, no difficulty was experi-
enced in winning the ehild’s consent
to any arrangement which had for its
ultimate object the eating of a din-
ner.

Hungry children are not very fastid-
jous, and however unappetising the
viands of that forlorn lunch counter
would seem to you and me as we sit
down to our Christmas turkey at our
own table, to the little hungry boy they
were fit for a king, and if everyonc
throughout the Jand enjoyed his Christ-
mas dinner as little Tommy did in that
dingy old station, it was indeed a merry
Christmas. .

However, it came to pass that the boy
was finally satisfied. He had stuffed
himself to his full capacity, and with a
sigh of supreme satisfaction prepared to
slide off the high stool, ignoring all ob-
ligations and without a word of excuse
or thanks to his genial host. It was
very probable that with the purely
natural selfishness which we are all
heirs to, but which is more plainly evi-
dent in childrean owing to their inno-
cence, the boy who did not think that
his poor mother was still fasting, but
with the sublime faith of childhood in
the omnipotence of parents, he rested
in the conviction that she was old
enough to look out for herself, if indeed
he gave the matter any ccnsideration,
which is not at all probable.

But Reuben bad not forgotten, and
had made up his mind that the woman’s
fast should be broken.

“Wait n minute, Tommy,” said he,
seeing the boy was about to escape.
“Doa’t ycu want something more?”
“No, I don’t want no more,” an-
swered the polite Tommy.

“Wouldn’t you like a nice big apple
te put in your pocket?—or hold on, I've
an idea. It’s Christmas, you know, but
you dido't koow that I was old Santa

Claus. The reasop you didn’t know me,

[ Tommy, 1s because the blizzard bléw
my beard clean off. Yet all the same
I'm going to fill your stocking, and if
I can’t get at your stocking I'll fill some-
thing else for you. Here, young lady,
let’s have one of those big paper

Now, Tommy, we'll call this a stocking.
Let's flll it up. What'll you have? Ap-
ples, of course, and donghnuts and some

prices | of those deliclous sandwiches and pie

‘like your mother makes,’ and I guesns
that exhausts the bill of fare. Now hold
the end of the bag tight and don't spill
out the vicuals; and, Tommy, yows
mother wants you.”

The refreshed travelers had all set
tled themselves in their seats and the
train was jogging along again as best it
could through the snow. Passing
through the car Reuben looked careful-
ly about for the woman and child, as he
was deeply interested in the success of
his maneuvers. There is no great dif-
ficulty in locating anyone on a train of
cars, and as a matter of course Reuben
soon found the objects of his search.
His business with them was very brief;
indeed it was completed with a passing
glance, and completed to his intense
satisfaction, for that glance was suf-
ficient to show him that the hungry
woman was enjoying his bounty with a
telish which none can appreciate, un-
less he has had corresponding ex-
periences. He was not noticed as he hur
ried by the little group. He did not
want to be recognized, for with a fine
delicacy which always accompaniea
true generosity he felt that the less the
woman saw of him the more comfortable
rhe would be. Reuben Bullwinkle
wanted no recognition or thanks; in-
deed the idea that he was entitled to
thanks never entered his head for a
moment. Neither did he make any
mental calculation as to the value of an
act of friendliness put down to his
credit Aaccount on the recording angel’s
book, nor did he look for any special
blessing which the Lord might owe him
for his act of charity. Indeed the little
thought which he gave the matter had
its relation entirely to the objects of his
sympathy, and if his heart was light
and his soul joyous, it was because he
had unconsciously wandered near the
threshold of Heaven and heard the echo
of angel voices singing: “Peace onearth
and good will to men."—Frank Beard
in Ram's Horn.

CHRISTMAS LONG AGO.

All Preaents Had to Go Into the
Christmas Btocking.

Robert J. Burdette in the Ladies’
Home Journal tells in his humorous
way how he remembers the Christmas
of long ago. “Most of the Christmas
presents in those days were designed
by the manufacturer for the hang-
ing stocking. Anything too big to go
into a stocking had to go over to some-
bedy’s birthday. In any family whera
there wua more than one child the old
reliable ‘Noah’s ark’ was always looked
for. We hailed with exclamations of
astonished recognition Noah and Mrs.
Noah, Messrs. and Mme. Shem, Ham and
Japhet. There was no way of telling the
men and women apart. They were ex-
actly nlike, but the elephant and giraffe
you could distinguish at a glance, on
account of the spots on the giraffe. So
also the dog and the cow, because the
cow was always white and blue, while
the dog was invariably plain blue.
Within 24 hours after the landing oa
Ararat the baby would have all the
paint sucked off Shem, Ham and the
hired man, and the doctor would be
sent for.

“The red monkey climbing a red stick
was another regular Christmas visitor.
He was highly esteemed as a light
luncheon by the baby. It never seemed
to affect the infant unpleasantly—tao
himself, that is—although the cloudy
symphony of red and blue about his in-
uocent mouth was apt to make the be-
holder shiver. But it made the monkey
look sivk. Then there was a man on
the box, with a major-general’s uniform,
beating a drum. You turned a crank,
the general lifted his stick high in the
air, and something in the box nwade a
noise as much like a drum as a geal of
thunder is like a plccolo. These things
as toys were of no great value, but ns
practical and useful object lessons they
were beyoud all price, on the minua
side.”

ACROSS THE STREET.

The Change That Came with Ansthey
Christmas Time.

Last Christmas the bouse across th& street
from mine was the brightest and g::’est of
any in the block. There wers utiful
Christmas wreaths in every window and the
whole house was aglow. The shades were
thrown up high and the soft lace curtains
parted wide. The tree in the great parlor
of the house across the street waslarger and
it had costlier presents on it than any other
tree in the town. And most of the presents
webe for the little girl in the white dress
and the big pink sash who could be seen
from the street dancing around the tree, the
happiest, sweetest little maiden in all the
world and the light and life and joy of the
house across the street.

This Christmas time all is dark and silent
and gloomy in the great house across the
street. There are no Christmas wreaths
in the window, no ray of light comes from
behind the closely drawn blinds, no childish
voice is heard within the house. There is
no bright and beautiful tree, but on the
spot on which the tree stood last year there
is something white and as beautiful in ite
silk and satin and velvet finish as the skill
and wealth of man can make it. But the
sight of it brought a chill to the hearts of
those who saw it carried into the house on
Christmas eve, and when the eyes of the
mother and father fell upon it their hearts
bled anew.

The passers-by who saw the bands of
white fluttering from the knob of the door
of the house across the street went on to
their own humble houses thanking God
that their own little ones were left to them.
no matter how little of wealth or beauty
there might be in their homes.

The poorest house in which there was the
laugh of children was so much less deso-
late than the great mansion across the
street in which the child’s laugh was for-
ever still. It added to the melody of War-
adise that Christmas morning. It rang out
clear and sweet acroes the jasper sea. It
had gone through the gate Beautiful and
into a house not made with hands etstrnal
in the heavens.—Detroit Free Press.

When Formally Instituted.
The celebration of Christmas is said by
the church historians to have been fe
Hnﬁ by Pope Telesphorus, who died

With His Owna Money.
Mrs. Benham—Henry, what shall I ga
you for Christmas? '
Benham—Nothing; I've got to econe
mize this year.—Chicago Tribune.

Dest Way te Tell
The best way to tell whether a present i
& cheap one is Lo observe wluthrthtm.
has besn rubbed off,—N. X. Truth. :

THE FARMING WORLD.
CORN ON THE COB.

Some Reasonms Why It Should Nevex
He Fed to Horses. .

Corn on the cob should never be fed
to horses, as there is nlways a risk
of making them sick by doing so.
When corn on the cob is fed, unless a
horse’s appetite is carefully noted and
just enough iz given to him, he will
eat the cob also, and as the cob is more
or less indigestible there isa big chance
of making him sick and losing him.
In feeding a horse care should be taken
to give him just enough and no more,
foo much being almost as bad as too
Kttle.

I have just heard of an experience
with a good horse which proves the
truth of what I have said. One of my
friends who has a negro hostler has
had trouble about keeping his horses
well and in good condition, owing to
the fact that if the hostler, for any
reason, lost his temper with one of
the horses he gave that horse’s break-
fast, dinner or supper to another horse,
and when the stinted horse got his next
meal (for the negro was afraid to cut
him more than one meal at a time) he
would eat cobs as well as the corn.
One evening some time ago, when the
stock came in from work, one of the
horses was sick and it was found that
he had indigestion. A remedy was
given, and when after long work on
him the sick animal evacuated a greai
number of pieces of cob as large as a
chestnut were found, which showed
conclusively the cause of the trouble.
No blame was attached to the hostler
at the timre, but soon after another ne-
gro who Lad a grudge against the {1l
temper~d hostler told how the horses
wete treated; investigation proved the
truth »f the story and the hostler was
discharged. Since that time the horses
have been fed on shelled corn and there
has been no trouble, all of them keep-
ing in perfect health and looking well.

It is some trouble and a slight ad-
ditional expense to shell the corn for
the horses, but it is better to do this
than to have to sit up for hours with
a sick horse and perhaps lose him ai
last. It is not, however, a great deal
of trouble to me to shell my corn, as
I use for this purpose a little corn
sheller with which one man ean easily
shell a bushel of corn in ten minutes
or less. I paid three dollars for it, and
the work is so light and pleasant tha{
1he children on the place enjoy shelling
a large part of the corn used for the
horses. Cows can eat cobs without
danger, but horses cannot. A horse i1
a clean and choice animal and must be
more carefully treated than any other
class of stock or he will not thrive.—
Julien A. Hall, in Ohio Farmer,

HINTS FOR STOCKMEN.

The draft horse business is promis-
Ing well.

Ice cold water is neither good for man
or beast.

A good curry comb in a willlng hand
saves grain.

The hoghouse should be low. A high
house is colder than a low one.

Don’t pile old bedding at the head of
the stall under the horse’s nose.

Do not be in too big a hurry to wean
the fall pigs. Get them well started tc¢
growing.

Every stock owner should@ have on
Land remedies for ordinary diseases and
wounds.

Swine do not require a high tempera
ture. A temperature of 45 degrees is
Ligh enough.

The bottom of a horse's hoof is strong
and when the shoer pares it off he com-
mits crime.

Good breeds and good representatives
of breeds, well taken care of, indicate s
good farmer.

After separating the calf from it1
mother, feed the natural milk as soon
as drawn, for a week or ten days.

Curry the cows? Yes. Currying re
moves the dirt and cleans the skin, and
that is of as much value to a cow as t¢
a horse.

Don’t feed cold weather. By that we
mean don’t neglect to have warm win-
ter shelter, and thus save grain whick
will J:e necessary to keep up uselessly
wasted animal heat—\Western Plow:
wAan.

WASHING VEHICLES.

A Device That Will Save Consider.
mble Time and Labor.

The device shown in the cut will save

much time and labor in washing

wagons. A narrow water-tight box of

o mm—
HOW TO WASH WAGONS.

the shape shown in the illustration It
slipped under the wheel when it has

now poured in and the wheel revolved,
The dirt can thus be removed quickly
and much more easily than whan a pail
is used to hold the water. Orce used,
the benefits of this device will be very
apparent.—American Agriculturist.

Celery Is n Bienninl.

Celery is ordinarily a biennial; tha:
is to say, it requires two seasons to
come to maturity. In this habit it is
like the turmip, cabbage, carrot and
many other familiar plants, which form
a cluster of leaves and a strong root
during the first season’s growth, live
over winter, and the following season
send up a seed stalk. After ripening its
seed the plant dies. The biennial habit
of growth is not absolutely fixed in the
case of celery, for the plants occasional-
ly complete their growth in a single
season, from seed, and die.

Evergreens on the Farm.

The first consideration in planting
trees about farm buildings is to shelter
them from sun, wind and storm. The
need of shade in summer iz generally
recognized, but too many planters over-
lock the equal necessity for evergreens
ta protect from winter winds, and to
give a little color to the monotemy of
winter landscapes. Evergreens pro.
duee an ¢ffect in ornamental planting
uot te be abtained (o any other way.
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been “jacked up.” A pail of water is’
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SHE SPANKED FOR THE FAMILY.

The Stranger's Kind Offer Was In-
dignantly Refused.

People never get encouragement for doin

e Bamaritan act in the interests o
the public, as the man decided who offered
to assist a distracted woman and ameliorate
the sufferings of a lot of people on a su-
burban car. : s

The boy who howls was in evidence, the
curled dar]ing of his only own mother and
the terror of everybody else, and he had
kept the car in a state of wild excitement
and exhausted the patience of everybudy, in-
cluding his doting parent. -

“Oh, if your father were only here!” she
had said for the fiftieth time, as she tri
vainly to restrain the howling terror.

At that he st.op?‘ed howling long enouih
to beat the air with his small shins, and the
woman on the other side of him remarked
audibly that a cage was the proper place for
savages like him.

“Johnny, dear,” asked his mother, “won’t
you be’'a good boy?”

Roars and kicks from Master Johnny.

““Oh, I wish your father were here to give
you a good trouncing this very minute!” she
wailed, as she struggled with him.

Then it was that the philanthropist of the
company asserted himself. He had been
t;‘ymg] in vain to read his morning paper ever
gince he started from home.

“Allow me, madam,” he said, blandly. “I
am a father myself, and I will be hapgz;to
chaati:e”yonr cherub in behalf of his absent
parent.

““Oh, no, you won't, not if I know it!"”
said Johnny s mother, mmghin bher wrath
like a tigress. “There ain’t that man living
dare lay a finger on that boy—his own fa-
ther or any other ugly catamount who
thinks he fmows it all,” and she shut off
debate by going into the next car and tak-
ing the sweet infant with her.—Chicago
Times-Herald.

MISUNDERSTOOD.

Mr. Casey Was Not Up teo Pelite
Parlanéé,

Madge Casey threw herself with wild
lbnndg: on luxurious Turkish divan in the
magnificent drawing-room of the palatial
brown stone mansion owned by her father,
the wealthy but honest politician. Madge’s
amiable mother had just rwen her a good
scolding for being out so late the previous
night with that “spalpane av a Moike Cg.su-
dy, who niver intinded gettin’ married,” so
the rebellious daughter entered the above-
mentioned room for the purpose of having a
good cry.

Ten minutes afterward her father en-
tered, and seeing the pride of his heart in
tears, said soothingly: “Arrah, Madgy, me
darlint; phwat’s th’ cause av all this g_rafe.

“Oh, p?pa,’:'lrepligi the beauhfui] ﬂr!; be-
tween 'm bemoaning my fate.

“Bemg:am' yer fate, eh? Tlgn it sorves
Yoz roight,” said her now cruel rent.

“Hovn’t Oi towld yez toime an’ agin thot
iv yez didn’t stop wearin’ shoes two soizes
too shmall for yez thot ye'd hov bunions on
yer fate? Ci hov thot.”—Up-to-Date.

For Bables and Children
there is nothmq‘ so0 good in the treatment of
coughs and colds as Dr. Bell’s Pine-Tar
Honey. It cures croup, whooping cough,
cold in the head, and gives sweet, refreshing
sleep. Children love it, old people like it.

“What do_you think, old boy; I stole a
kise from that haughty Miss Juniper!
“Pooh, that’s nothing. The last evening
1 was there I saw her poodle kiss her 1/
times.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Ooughing Leads to Comsumption.

Kemp’s Balsam will stop the cough at
once. Go to your druggist to-day and geta
sample bottle free. Large bottles, 50 cents
and $1.00. Go at once; delays are dangerous.

John Doe—*Ts that long-haired poet still
ﬂ:eo-tar boarder?” Richard Doe—*‘No, in-
He is not in it any more. He mar-

deed.
ried the landlady.””—N. Y. Journal.
THE MARKETS.

NEW York, December 18, 1897.
CATTLE—Native Steers $§415 @850
COTTON—MidAlng. ..... counue 5%
FLOUR—Winter Wheat. .... 5 85
WHEAT—No. 2 Red... |y
CORN-—NO. 2. ..civvvrees B
OATS—NO. % ..virennnnss
POREKE—New MesSS. . ..ou coeevusa

ST. LOUIS.
COTTON—Middling
BEEVES—Sleers.......c.cc.cee

Cows and Helfers..
CALVES—(perhead)......c...-
HOGS—TI"air Lo Select..........
SHE EP—Fair to Choloe
FLOUR—Patents. ....c..cconvee
Clear and Straight..
WHEAT—No. 2 Red Winter...
CORN—No. 2 Mixed
ODATS—NO.2...cocavranenen
RYE—NO.8....c0o0vatinnne
TOBACCO—LUFS. ... catennnee
Leaf Burley...ceceee
HAY—Clear Timothy
BUTTER—Cholce Dairy......-
EGGS—Fresh... ...ccccossnnsns  +
PORK——SMM&:HI).. sesves Cetrg
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BACON—Clear R
LARD—Prime Steam.....-.-..
CHICAGO.

CATTLE—Native Steers......
HOGS—Fair to Cholce.........
SHEEP—Fair to Ulolee.
FLOUR—Winter Patents.....
2 Sﬁrlnxsf'ng‘m..
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may drink it without injury as we!l as the
adult. 1 who try it like it. GRAIN-O
has that rich seal brown of Mocha or Java
but it is made from pure grains, and the
most delicate stomachs reccive it without
distress. 14 the price of coffee. 15c and

25 cts. per package. Sold by all grocers.

A More Amusing Occupnation.
_l;l:.—There'n no use crying over spilt
m -- -
She—Of_course not—there's pienty more
to spill.—Brooklyn I:'f"

Cold weather aggr_;;ates rheumatic pains
But St. Jacobs Qil cures—any time.

A

The dance they sit out is the most de:
lightful to a pair of lovers.—Chicago News.

That Dreadful Cold—
that fearful mn?h—-a. danger sifnnl. It is
sapping the vitality from your lungs. To-
day a bottle of Dr. Bell’s Pine-Tar-Honey
wifl cure it, to-morrow it may be too late,
This remedy will speedily cure a decp-seated
cold or a serious eonsh, and give strength to
the lungs. All good druggists sell it.

There is no happiness in having and get-
ting, but only in giving; half the world is
on the wrong scent in the pursuit of bappi-
ness.—Henry ond.

Lamne’s l‘l-_ﬁr Medicine.

heuh::le:h th:hbowe.h each dayi tIsn onzclar to

is is necessary. cts gently on
the liver {ud kidneys. Curessick headache.
Price 25 and 50c.

“Rushem is dealing in mining securities,
isn't he*”’ “Well, stocks is the better
word.””—Chicago Journal.

Fits sto free and permanently cured.
No fits n}g’:dﬁrst day'np:se of Dr. Kline’s
Great Nerve Restorer. Free $2 trial hottle &
troatise. Dr. Kline, 933 Arch st., Phila., Pa

When a man begins to imagine that he ie
in love with a bloomer girl it’s time for him
to stop drinking.—Chicago News.

In Winter Sciatica is worse. Any time
BSt. Jacobs Oil is the best cure.

Everybody at a fire knows best how to
put it out.—Washington Democrat.

I believe Piso’s Cure for Consumption
saved my boy’'s life last summer.—Mrs,
Allie Dougiass, LeRoy, Mich., Oct. 20, "94.

pe—The untiring effort of a woman to
ﬂlgol burglar nnggr the bed.—Chicago

News.

ly Eer! ecessary

work, assort the clothes, put the linens first
in a tub nearly full of hot water, soap with
Ivory mf When clean scald, rinse,
hang on_the line. When dry,

sprinkle, fold and in a basket over
mght. Iron carefully with well-heated

ELI.EA R. PARKER.

irons.

His Parting Shot.
He (after being rejected)—I shall never
INAITY NOW.
She—Foolizh man! Why not?
Viciously)—If you won't have me, whe
ill ?—Philadelphia North American.

The Last Man on Earth

En m?le?leyi-_ gxpﬁri:lnent upon li!m}lf with
t repeptic, € nos-
tr'?;lofol;'et;l' e edy}are u.the sands of the

is mala
sea, and, presumably, about as efficacious.
Indigestion, that obstinate malady, even if of
long perpetuity, is eventually overcome with
Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters, an appetlizing
tonic and alterative, which cures constipa-
tion, fever and ague, bilious remittent, rheu-
matism, kidney comphint and feebleness.

The Spolls.

Citizen—To tell the honest truth, do you
think you are earning your salary?

Office Holder—Man, I earned it four
times over in the campaign. cinnati
Enquirer. -

Isn’t a scald a burn? Yes; and

St. Jacobs Oil is a cure.

It never does any

to look bored.
Use a club.—Atchison Globe. _

The lori;.l'lfr Record
ould be greatly reduced if every home wers
:ﬁppliedwm a bottleof Dr. ’s Pine-Tar-
Honey. The great lung strengthener and
exterminator of muﬁh- colds, croup, and
kidney affections. All druggists sell it.

W f every pretty girl that she
mi btt,ml.e;: by c:a.bTy gnc?d lozrkgl'u‘vii she
didn’t know it so well herself.—Washing-
ton Democrat.

To Cure a Cold Im o-‘é Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All
druggists refund money if it fails to cure. 25¢.

On the shoulders of the young and hale
poverty sits but lightly.—l\}: Y. Independ-
ent.

Never trifie with pain. It may fool you
Bt Jacohs Oil newer fuclss 16 cures:

"N take a girl’s judgment of beanty.
—Atchison Globe,

MRS. LYNESS ESCAPES

The Hospital and a Fearful

Hospitalsingreatcities are sad places tovisit. Three-
fourths of the patients lying on those snow-white beds g

are women and girls.
Why should this be the case ?

toms of a certain kind.

not heed them.

go
Build up the female organs. Lydia E.

The following letter

done

dergo

after one week I began
completely. By taking

the doctor said T would certainly have

Because they have neglected themselves!
as a rule attach too little importance to first symp- .
If they have toothache, &8
they will try to save the tooth, though many leave §
even this too late. They comfort themselves with J
the thought that they ean replace their teeth; but
they cannot replace their internal organs!

Every one of those patients in the hospital beds
had plenty of warnings in the form of bearing-down
feelings, pain at the right or theleft of the womb, ¥
nervous dyspepsia, pain in the small of the back, the %
“ blues,” or some other unnatural symptom, but they did

Operation.

Women

Don’t drag along at home or in the shop until you are finally oblig.ed to
to the hospital and submit to horrible examinations and operationsl

Pinkham's Vegetable Compound will

ou from the hospital. It will t new life into you.
“The l;hmvlrs how Mrg.u Lyness escaped the hospital and &
fearful operation. Her experience should encourage
other women to follow her example.
to Mrs. Pinkham :
“J thank you very much for what youn have

She says

for me, for I had given up in despair.

Last February, I had a miscarriage caused
byoverwork. It affected myheart,caunsed

to have sinking spells three to foura .

day, lasting sometimes half' a day. L
S could nmot be left alone. 1 flowed come
stantly.
fora week, and once & day for four wecks,
then three or four times a week for fous
months. Finally he said I would have to une
an operation. Then I commenced taking
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, and
to recover and steadily improved until I was cured
the Pinkham medicine, I avoided an operation which

The doctor called twice a day

to undergo. I am gaining every day
Taos.

and will cheerfully tell anyone what you have done for me.”"—MB&s.
Lyxzss, 10 Frederick St., Rochester, N. Y.

IN A WORLD WHERE
1S NEXT TO CODLINESS”
IS TOO CREAT FOR

“CLEANLINESS
NO PRAISE
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DON'T BE A KID B0 5, Srower wifi aoit,
RO U13 80 Louls Avenne, Cuieago, i
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